MIDDLE GRADE EXCERPT — GIRLS I LOVE BEST BY JOYCE GERBER

A

Summary: My fifty-thousand word count novel is the story of twelve-year old Gabby,
six years after her parent's divorce. Gabby tells the story of the year her mom changed her
JSamily, again, with a boyfriend named Mike and a sister named Annie.

Flying Home
My name’s Gabby.

I’'m twelve.

My parents are divorced. waclea~"

Some people think that means. I’m some kinda kig,:'you know, a kid of divorce means
- SO oy 77 T can ses. GodbY
you’re doomed. Your life is over because your parents can’t get along{_ eaditg Wz Xo¥ bur ¢t
Wae® Seaws exkrede .

It’s not good, don’t get me wrong, but divorce happens. What I know is that it doesn’t
have to be @m is you; it’s just something that happens in this life. My mom says
mistakes can make a life. She wrote a song for her fourth album with that title.

That’s what I know, now. But I didn’t always.

N
only six when my parents split. Things weren’t great in my house, but what
kno

%
only a kid. idn’t have a brother or a sister to talk to about hgtv I fIt.

7
7 138 Thara vl
When me and my dad and &y mom lived in Boston, our house was thn the

/
street. Mom /fs the singer in a band, and after I was born they moved the studio to our house so

she could be homg{more. There were always people around and music playing, and to me it was

T doorLee |8 o lox o geeriz + gouve glenfg oMl R
e e . . ‘rio") . progve =
like living in a magic land\To Dad, it felt a hitle different. l + Seace
AN (7 XpaFx SUX
He was finishing a degree in theology at Harvard¢but he took care of me)d OG-—JN-
d [3¢ \(‘GC'-\
——————  ————— T —
babysitters, w@@a lot. There was Betty and Kelly and Cheri and Christing and Tori)buf I ) o.g*zuror'hb «

A WSt og- noned (s MQD\(LS\@-&

liked it best when Dad was home.
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vShen — wol. oL, ¢ \ Y
m\z T Q ﬂg leasn \D{V‘j AT
My parents fought about everythlng, the music being too loud, the strangers in our house ’ 9
ooy ? Jmuoﬂg !

and how Dad didn’t have enough time to get his work done. Mom was away so muck. But the

L
real ﬁghts%ones that mattered, yere always about me. Sqesiics B9 (S abosx W .

Ndord PN R (LY - wed €xgecth iy
o?sed to think my parents fought 1 the tlme because my mom is so dramatic and my dad
Avax's 428 put s \sqﬁ' m %a,o.m\rgc

is so cal_ﬂE;y are like oil and water, or fire and ice, or good and evil{And whatever it was that

drew them together, it also ruined my family.
gead
The last fight they had, the one that ended it all, cante the day &Rer Mom-lef Feathome.
26 v et albtie -

(N srzd forgot¥d\ it was her day to take me to SChoopéd%& first that morning, then Mom got up
and left, too. No one woke me up sad When I came down to breakfast, the kitchen was empty so

I just made myself a bow! of cereal and read a book. I was okay, really, until Dad got home and

sMaS o L LU Gocnedo Qo v exat Learesn |
found me there, *03 e Wu&“, o gruad \(\:fz dor g oo ﬂk_,(, V3] aﬂlb
b one comd @t wk ol Aquole.
He wasn’t calm when he called Mom, !

When Mom got home | was sent upstairs.

dn’t see them in the kitchen, b

From the top o eard everj}-rsing]e

nos emember that the hallway felt cold and dark a wanted to wrap my pink blankie
\\

£ 650 ﬁ—around my heay Ay @ felt really scared sitting there, all

./ \\
alone.
‘&‘L‘& n Dad y aled
o~ \A PEdssad, “How could you have forgotten he?mdaﬂ Are you so important that our only

s

)L“‘“ . real respon51b1hty, our daughtcr sllps your mind? What is wrong with you!”
' - Hogsat SEUOD
(‘ Tremember wantmg to dlsappear under my blankle> Teo’“ 1 Aox 11y !U&\‘ r{r Sgu B
)c o\

W [0zen '5“6\4.'\"‘-& bact..
—Muorrsatd, “What do you do all da? ?ou shouldn’t need me to babysit her.” bLL'\‘

cpuid \e&
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;
- Agtd
~Ped-said; “What do you do aththatds so much more important than her? More important

an s (AAFCWT af achi — reaube beok Boesnie ?

door
Wﬂmmmmwfmﬂyﬂw% SWC\(( 79

2&y[mom didn’t say-that she was sorry for forgetting me. She didn’t say t&&t we were the

L4
most important people in her life. She didn’teseem remember that she’d forgotten us so many

other times that year.

Y o Dod e wetn |

S
Instead mry-mom said, “I spend my days making money.” % SIE.
i Thad ddnt o_ woed . 0L WRF - R ;%E
Thens-there was-sifenee. Sy com PERML  then LESNE

VaTaiER), (L Eage) THE HEUSE .
————That.was the last fight~

That was the fight that ended my family.

goC 0 6 Y6813 + L dovY Yl W\naF [x roghes 4 o

In the middle of first grade Dad took me on a plane across the country to live with my

) WSS O paam AL

Zaydie, my grandfather, in Seattle. Azd We left Momy, by herselfxin Boston.
X 7a

I remember holding Mom’s legs, standing in front of the ticket counter in the airport. She

Xt veque— LAWK youw need i oo tome Specrpcne,
ol
wasn’t crying, when I looked up through my tears¢Her face was hard to read.)Dad told me to say 95\:( ﬁf
MH!L ‘-m a-

W - ARs App et
Y2 € o\d

good-bye and that 2 call h#f when we got to Seaitle. Clue. o0z 1o,
Yoot Kand
0 Mom’s long blond hair was pullec-l back into a logse ponytail, and she wasn’t wearing any < gese®
3 10neng_ Ared WS Coed, > e €.
E make-up, thatdayt Mory, well, she’s a lot of things I don’t want to be fbut she is beautiful, on the
-

I é’ﬁutsid% Even then, in the airport, on the day that couldn’t have been good for her either, she

4

> . ot LA Tt . .

v looked so pretty._Agrl [ can still seeme g bitirs drolthgfisse stopping, fi‘]g.uita sg::gd,\’tg S

é_ ﬂ.s m‘, t,m\,.gn (2 L0 detl— fl?

look at her. I0es oleod o @cqc Acar 4o Queri ¢y aS hoeawhal” e even
w Q(e_ -
Trying to say the word good-bye is surprisingly hard when you’re six and{nothing seems

u-(’J/
0% ri 9 couldn’t get my mouth to make any sound. I was crying so harc:).hat people in the airport
\ T Q 006; (;iﬁﬂ)k Yol Chek
W e X Cotlunly” vbhig o Sound |
o 65-5:\“0’7 X
W\ &k
0O 3
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@S Qualwoad . St eyt (0e loo¥ @y conse
et g SO re,t‘rl-‘ Zeaoourte 2z Xoud 1S C%wﬂ% =
were turning to look at us, not just Morh, Mom kept saying, “GaKb ,it’'s okay. Youhaveto go.I 1% o0&

love you.” But I could barely breathe when I turned and ran back to my da%m\o 1S ” %
Sene? ey

Dad pulled me ulyinto his arms, and we walked through th¢ airport security. I never da¥s g

n o.\'Ex\*\ccj W

looked back in Mom’s direction. G >™Ma, ~ an et

o_.\s’eo@" .

It was the worst day of my life}ﬁ
Weu when something happened that made me rethink everything I'd ever

thought about my mom d#l me and love.

g aueh@ed Yo Luastend 60 Y06 ouh Nus el
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Summary: My fifty-thousand word count novel is the story of twelve-year old Gabby,
six years after her parent's divorce. Gabby tells the story of the year her mom changed her
Sfamily, again, with a boyfriend named Mike and a sister named Annie.

Flying Home

My name’s Gabby.

I'm twelve.

My parents are divorced.

Some people think that means I"'m some kinda kid, you know, a kid of divorce means
you’re doomed, Your life is over because your parents can’t get along.

It’s not pood, don’t get me wrong, but divorce happens. What | know is that it doesn’t
have to be the thing that is you; it’s just something that happens in this life. My mom says
mistakes can make a life. She wrote a song for her fourth album with that title.

That’s what | know, now. But | didn’t always.

{ was only six when my parents split. Things weren’t great in my house, but what did [
know. | was only a kid. And I didn’t have a brother or a sister to talk to about how | felt.

When me and my dad and my mom lived in Boston, our house was the funnest on the
street. Mom is the singer in a band, and after | was bom, they moved the studio to our house so
she could be home; more. There were always people around and music playing, and to me it was
like living in a magic land.

To Dad, it felt a little different.

study, etc etc then go into a scene here that is mare of a tell than show, In this scene, through
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| Comment [s1): | think It's great up to here. | love
| the volce, and I'm definitely pulled in,

| Comment [$2]: 1 think you can summarize up to
here {so far, this story is telling, not showing}. But
now, move intd 3 specific scene. ToDad, itielt a
iittle different, That's okay, but now let’s move Into

| real time, even if it's just for this chapter. Pd start |

| hete and go into 2 stene just prior to the fight,
maybe what It’s like with the music in the house,
and the father trying to study {that’s how we’ll find
out about the degree-through conversation), and a

| glimpse of what your mather is like. He said, she
sald..and interject with what your thoughts are at
each step.
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| dialogue, we can find out that he’s getting his derree, that his mother is a singer, etc etc He was
finishing a degree in theology at Harvard, but he took care of me. | had a few babysitters, who 1
liked a lot. There was Betty and Kelly and Cheri and Christina and Tori, but I liked it best when
| Dad was home.

My parents fought about everything; the music being too loud, the strangers in our house,
and how Dad didn’t have enough time to get his work done. Mom was away so much. But the
real fights, the ones that mattered, were always about me.

1 used to think my parents fought all the time because my mom is so dramatic and my dad
is so calm. They are like oil and water, or fire and ice, or good and evil. And whatever it was that
drew them together, it also ruined my family,

The last fight they had, the one that ended it all, came the day after Mom left me at home.
She’d forgotten it was her day to take me to school. Dad left first that moming, then Mom got up
and left, too. No one woke me up, and when | came down to breakfast, the kitchen was empty so
I just made myself a bow! of cereal and read a book. | was okay, really, until Dad got home and
found me there, unexpectedly.

He wasn’t calm when he called Mom.

When Mom got home [ was sent upstairs.

From the top of the staircase [ couldn’t see them in the kitchen, but ! heard every, single
word. | sat with my knees held tight to my chest and my pink, fuzzy blankie stuffed under my
nose. | remember that the hallway felt cold and dark and | wanted to wrap my pink blankie
around my heart. [ didn’t understand what was going on, and 1 felt really scared sitting there, all

alone.
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Comment [s3]: For wie, in the co
between the parents, he can stomp down the stalrs

| and start yelting at his wife to ba quiet, he's trying

to study for a theology exam, etc, and she can yelf
samething back. Ona of them can say comething
about the sitters, how they never last, or how they
are there more than the mother._but all In the
conversation. That will draw the reader in, maybe a
reader who ts 3 child of divorce and nods hisfher
head remembering when hisfher parents fought
about the sitters, ete. That will bring In the
personallitles of each parent.

Comment [$4]: Tum Into a short scene and then
maove nto the argument.
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Dad said, “How could you have forgotten her today? Are you so important that our only
real responsibility, our daughter, slips your mind? What is wrong with you!”

I remember wanting to disappear under my blankie.

Mom said, “What do you do all day, you shouldn't need me to babysit her.”

Dad said, “What do you do all that is so much more important than her? More important
than us?”

From the top of the stairs I heard the words that changed my family forever.

My mom didn't say that she was sorry for forgetting me. She didn’t say that we were the
most important people in her life. She didn’t seem remember that she’d forgotten us so many
other times that year.

Instead my mom said, “I spend my days making money.”

Then, there was silence,

That was the last fight.

That was the fight that ended my family.

In the middle of first grade, Dad took me on a plane across the country to live with my
Zaydie, my grandfather, in Seatile. And we left Mom, by herself, in Boston,

| remember helding Mem's legs,; standing in front of the ticket counter in the airport,

clutching my mom’s legs. ] was cryving nonsiop, all the snot (okay 1 can’t stand that word but it

works-or something like this) running down my face, my mother trving to pull me off jor hug

her, or something). She wasn’t crving, though. She wasn’t crying, when { looked up through my

tears.-Herfacewas-hard-te-read. Dad told me to say good-bye and that 1'd call her when we got

to Seattle.
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Comment [£5]: | watn't suce what this meant.
Because the father was In school and not working?

| Comment [56]: ts the middle of first grade the
day after the fight? I'm not sure how much time
passed between the fight and the flight across the |
country, but P'd make it back-to-back just to simpllfy |
things.

| Comment £87]: Not something a child would
think
Comment [s8]: Did the daughter wonder why
her mother wasn't crying? Maybe she says, Won't
you miss me, Mommy? Mommy, | don't want to
leave you..ete ete..interject dialogue here. This |s
| an Impartant scene and it should be step-by-step.
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Mom’s long blond hair was pulled back into a loose ponytail, and she wasn’t wearing any
make-up that day. Mom, well, she’s a lot of things I don’t want to be, but she is beautiful, on the
outside. Even then, in the airport, on the day that couldn’t have been good for her either, she
looked so pretty. And | can still see the people, the blurs around us, stopping, for just a second, to
look at her.

Trying to say the word good-bye is surprisingly hard when you’re six and nothing seems
right. ! couldn’t get my mouth to make any sound. 1 was crying so hard that people in the airport
were tuming to Iook at us, not just Mom. Mom kept saying, “Gabby, it’s okay. You have to go. |
love you.” But I could barely breathe when I turned and ran back to my dad.

Dad pulled me up, into his arms, and we walked through the airport security. 1 never
looked back in Mom’s direction.

It was the worst day of my life.

Until this summer, when something happened that made me rethink everything °d ever
thought about my mom and me and love.

Owverall, 1 love the veice, and that is often the hardest thing to nail. You’ve got an

interesting setup and a lot to work with. As [ mentioned in my comments, 1'd fike to see you

expand these into full scenes and cut down on the telling portions. Would be interested in

reading a re-write and bevond.
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Comment [59): good

Formatted: Highlight

Comment [$10]: At this point, the child Is crying,
50 | think pecple are just turning to look at both of
them, not just the mother.

Formatted: Highlight

Comment [s11]: Again, step by step.

Comment [512]: This ks a good lead-in to the
next chapter.
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This story is only too common in today's society. Perhaps, there's the problem. ['m
afraid there’s too much that has been done before. Adults get divorced. Kids suffer. And that's a
shame but it happens all the time. If you want to make this a Story that keeps the reader
interested, you have (o set up a situation that keeps the reader guessing. In the first pages, the
reader can pretty much guess what is Roing to happen next. Sorry.

The six-year—old confusion comes across quite clearly. Maybe you could delve into the
niisery her parents were going through. Clearly they had different life goals and neither was able
1o make an adjustment.

I may be off base, but it seems that your description, largely, puts the blame for the split
on mom. If that's so, can you dial it back some? The worst statement was that she was the one
making money. How does dad deal with that? In the story as written, we see the argument. Then
next thing the reader sees is they 're flying to California.

To this point, the most difficult thing to write about is emotions and how they affect
individuals. Here, we witness the “what” of the situation. We need to Jeel the “what” of the
situation. Is mom happy dad'’s taking you away? Is dad humbled by the humiliating comment
about money? How does that all go down? The most important element of the story was
completely overlooked in that jump from the last argument to the airport. We, the reader, need 1o
Jeel the lost, the displacement, the fear that they are all going through,

You have a lot going on here. You have a wonderful beginning. With some real
introspection and thought, you can come up with a wonderful story.

Good luck

Summary: My fifty-thousand word count novel is the story of twelve-year old Gabby,
Six years after her parent's divorce. Gabby tells the story of the year her mom changed her
Jamily, again, with a boyfriend named Mike and a sister named Annie.

Flying Home

My name’s Gabby.

I’'m twelve,

My parents are divorced.

Some people think that means I’'m semekindakid, you know, a kid of divorce (which)

means you’re doomed. Your life is over because your parents can’t get along.
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It’s not good, don’t get me wrong, but divorce happens. What-Henew-is-thatit /r doesn’t
have to be the thing that is you; it’s just something that happens in-thisJife. My mom says
mistakes can make a life. She wrote a song for her fourth album with that title.

That’s-what [ know t/1a1, now. But I didn’t always.

I was only six when my parents split. Things weren’t great in my house, but what did I
know.? I was only a kid. And I didn’t have a brother or a sister to talk to about how I felt.

When me and my dad and my mom lived in Boston, our house was the funnest on the
street. Mom is the singer in a band, and after I was born they moved the studio to our house so
she could be home, more. There were always people around and music playing, and to me it was
like living in a magic land. Fo-Dad-itfelt-atittle-different—(Dad folt differently about it, though.)

He Liven though he was finishing a degree in theology at Harvard, but he took care of me.
I had a few babysitters, who I liked a lot. There was Betty and Kelly and Cheri and Christina and
Tori, but I liked it best when Dad was home.

My parents fought about everything; the music being too loud, the strangers in our house,
and how Dad didn’t have enough time to get his work done. Mom was away so much. But the
real fights, the ones that mattered, were always about me.

T used to think my parents fought all the time because my mom is so dramatic and my dad
is so calm. They are like oil and water, or fire and ice, or good and evil. And whatever it was that
drew them together(; ). it /¢ also ruined my family.

The last fight they had, the one that ended it all, came the day after Mom left me at home.,
She’d forgotten it was her day to take me to school. Dad left first that morning, then Mom got up

and left, too. No one woke me up and when I came down to breakfast, the kitchen was empty so
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I just made myself a bowl of cereal and read a book. I was okay, really, until Dad got home and
found me there, unexpectedly.

He wasn’t calm when he called Mom.

When Mom got home I was sent upstairs.

From the top of the staircase i couldn’t see them in the kitchen, but I heard every, single
word. I sat with my knees held tight to my chest and my pink, fuzzy blankié stuffed under my
Nose. {Lemember that the hallway felt cold and dark and T wanted to wrap my pirk blankie
around my heart. I didn’t understand what was going on, and_—I_felt really scared sitting there, all
alone. (Good paragraph. Portrays the most devastating time in a kid’s life without over doing it.
Good)

Dad said, “How could you have forgotten her today? Are you so important that our only
real responsibility, our daughter, slips your mind? What is wrong with you!?”

I remember wanting to disappear undermy-blankie.

Mom said, “What do you do all day,? yeu You shouldn’t need me to babysit her.”

Dad said, “What do you do-ali that is se-mueh more important than her? More important
than us?”

From the top of the stairs I heard the words that changed my family forever, (From this
statement, the reader should know exactly what those words were.)

My mom didn’t say that she was sorry for forgetting me. She didn’t say that we were the
most important people in her life. She didn’t seem remember that she’d forgotten us so many

other times that year.

Instead my mom said (t/iose words that ended it all: “1 spend my days making money.”

Fhen—therewas silence.
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Fhatwasthe astfight-

That was the fight that ended my family.

(vou need a transition here. Update the reader on the passage of time between the fight
and the departure. How difficult was family life during that time?)

In the middle of first grade Dad took me on a plane across the country to live with my
Zaydie, my grandfather, in Seattle. And-weldeft Mom stayed(,) by herselff,) in Boston,

I remember holding Mom’s legs, standing in front of the ticket counter in the airport. She
wasa-t-erying; When I looked up through my tears, / saw that she wasn't crying. Her face was
hard to read. Dad told me to say good-bye and that I’d call her when we got to Seattle.

Mom’s long blond hair was pulled back into a loose ponytail(,). and-she She wasn’t
wearing any make-up that day. Mom, well, she’s a lot of things I don’t want to be, but she is
beautiful, on the outside. Even then, in the airport, on the day that couldn’t have been good for
her either, she looked so pretty. And I can still see the people(men, guys?), the blurs around us,
stopping, for just a second, to look at her.

Trying to say the word good-bye is surprisingly hard when you're six and-nothing
Nothing seems right. I couldn’t get my mouth to make any sound. I was crying so hard that
people in the airport were turning to look at us, not just Mom. Mom kept saying, “Gabby, it’s
okay. You have to go. I love you.” But I could barely breathe when I turned and ran back to my
dad.

Dad pulled me up, into his arms, and we walked through the airport security. 1 never
looked back in Mom’s direction.

-was-the-worst day-ofmy-life
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Until this summer, when something happened that made me rethink everything I'd

ever thought about my mom and me and love. (This isn’t a sentence. See if you can reword it.

mom, and me, and love.)
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Summary: My fifty-thousand word count novel is the story of twelve-year old Gabby,
six years after her parent's divorce. Gabby tells the story of the year her mom changed her
Samily, again, with a boyfriend named Mike and a sister named Annie.

. Al A
FI H W
ving Home Do iTﬂm’m 5”“6
My name’s Gabby. U"”’”" 'H-I'J -:-)Jr fr L,D PPNV IR

2
’m twelve. R

%{_1;{“ |~z . My parents are divorced.

Some people think that means¥ i id;you
vy

you're doomed.}‘four life is over because your parents can’t get along.

;aKid o

o
It’s not good, don’t g,‘fil’e wrong, but divorce happens. What 1 know is that it doesn’t u)u r\‘)yﬂ‘

have to be the thing tha@ ouy it*s-just-something-that happenas-in-thistife”My mom says

mistakes can make a life. She wrote a song for her fourth album with that title.

redundz That's what I know, now. But ] didn’t always.

I was only six when my parents split. Things weren’t great in my house, but what did 1

knoé was only a kid. And I didn’t have a brother or a sister to talk to about how I felt.
IR
When mn‘.mdjr';y dad}agtr my momJ ived in Boston, our house was the funnest on the
V !
street. Mom is the singer in a band, and after I was born they moved the studio to our house so

she could be home)/ more. There were always people around and music playing, and to me it was

e
like living in a magic land. [To Dad, it felt a little differeb

< He was finishing a degree in theology at Harvard, but he took care of me. | had a few

babysitters, who I liked a lot Immmmwmjbutl

Qz o L ar”
liked it best when Dad was home. WL 54 [er “2 ? ~“
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My parents fought about everything; the music being too loud, the strangers in our house,
g
and how Dad didn’t have enough timeAto get his work done. Mom was away so much. But the

real fights, the ones that mattered, were always about me.

}/4( I used to think my parents fought all the time because my mom is so dramatic and my dad
C 6‘! " is so calm. They are like oil and water, or fire and ice, or good and evil. And whatever it was that
. drew them together, it also ruined my family. M
= F .L/f Thil_sEt_ﬁ_ght | they had, the one that ended it all, came the day aﬂ)e‘r Mom left me at home.
“1

Pnii c/r."b\She’d forgotten it was her day to take me to school. Dad left first that momning, then Mom got up
¥

4
V‘ \“ O and left, too. No one woke me up and when I came down to breakfast, the kitchen was empty so

‘j\ {( P ]ust made myself a bowl of cereal and read a book. I was okay, really, until Dad got home and 7
y '))j( b found me there, unexpectedly.
AR -7 2 hwysy
, ’ Le =2 bvys 7
5% € e He wasn’t calm when he called Mom. U m—a—:) (o Troem FAom -
) o gy from Fromey

a1, When Mom got home | was sent upstairs.
L
{5: \st From the top of the staircase I couldn’t see them in the kitchen, but I heard every, single
\rp word. | sat with my knees held tight to my chest and my pink, fuzzy blankie stuffed under my

nose. | remember that the hallway felt cold and dark and I wanted to wrap my pink blankie

around my heart. I didn’t understand what was going on, and I felt really scared sitting there, all

alone.
4/"} Dad said, “How could you have forgotten her today? Are you so important that our only
\S«f EJ,,,?; L '°real responSIblllty, our daughter, slips your mind? What is wrong with you!”
&ﬁ I remember wanting to disappear under my blankie.
v J&’H Mom said, “What do you do all da@'&p shouldn t need me to babysit her.” p
e o sebe T
% -{-’ﬁw u }X F ot e > O
s e go}—\ﬂ-’f’ 7.
LJ s yj -
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Dad said, “What do you do allﬂthat is so much more important than her? More important
than us?”

From the top of the stairs | heard the words that changed my family forever.

My mom didn’t say that she was sorry for forgetting me. She didn’t say that we were the
most important people in her life. She didn’t seemfemember that she’d forgotten us so many
other times that year.

Instead my mom said, “I spend my days making money.”

(J/r 2
Then, there was silence. o t) gz ;! '{‘f""“"” N

Ha hovse od

¥ b r That was the last fight.

-L.JL |

Vo . | Thatwas the fight that ended my family.
o =

In the middle of first grade Dad took me on a plane across the country to live with my
Zaydie, my grandfather, in Seattle. And we left Mom, by herself, in Boston.

I remember holding Mom’s legs, standing in front of the ticket counter in the airport. She
wasn’t crying, when I looked up through my tears. Her face was hard to read. Dad told me to say
good-bye and that I’d call her when we got to Seattle.

Mom’s long blond hair was pulled back into a loose ponytail, and she wasn’t wearing any
make-up that day. Mom, well, she’s a lot of things I don’t want to be, but she is beautiful, on the
outside. Even then, in the airport, on the day that couldn’t have been good for her either, she
looked so pretty. And I can still see the people, the blurs around us, stopping, for just a second, to

2

\7 look at her.
<
(<J/ . Trying to say the word $ood-bye is surprisingly hard when you’re six and nothing seems

right. I couldn’t get my mouth to make any sound. I was crying so hard that people in the airport

Page 3 of 4



o€

MIDDLE GRADE EXCERPT - GIRLS 1 LOVE BEST BY JOYCE GERBER

were turning to look at us, not just Mom. Mom kept saying, “Gabby, it’s okay. You have to go. I
love you.” But I could barely breathe when I turned and ran back to my dad.
Dad pulled me up, into his arms, and we walked through the airport security. I never
~
looked back in Mom’s direction. - ”Vg E
It was the worst day of my life.
Until this summer, when something happened that made me rethink everything I'd ever

thought about my mom and me and love.
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Summary: My fifty-thousand word count novel is the story of twelve-year old Gabby,
six years after her parent's divorce. Gabby tells the story of the year her mom changed her
JSamily, again, with a boyfriend named Mike and a sister named Annie.

Flying Home
My name’s Gabby,
I’m twelve.
My parents are divorced. 290D
¥ o
Some people think that means I"m some kinda*id, you know, a kid of divorce means
. Cm..um'f’ 7 N
you're doomed. Your life is over because your parents can’t get along.

It’s not good, don’t get me wrong, but divorce happens. What I know is that it doesn’t
have to be the thing that is you; it’s just something that happens in this life. My mom says
mistakes can make a life. She wrote a song for her fourth album with that title.

That’s what I know, now. But [ didn’t always.

-1 was only six when my parents split. Things weren’t great in my house, but what did I
knc /'.?l/zvas only a kid. And I didn’t have a brother or a sister to talk to about how I felt.

When me and my dad and my mom lived in Boston, our house was the funnest on the
street. Mom is the singer in a bandLaner [ was bo@y moved the studio to our house so
she could be home\ltnore. There were always people around and music playing, and to me it was
like living in a magic land. To Dad, it felt a [ittle different.

He was finishing a degree in theology at Harvard, but he took care of me. I had a few

vt :
babysitters, who I liked a lot. There was Betty and Kelly and Cheri and Christina and Tori, but I

liked it best when Dad was home.
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My parents fought about everything; the music being too loud, the strangers in our h:;l’ss.
and how Dad didn’t have enough time to get his work done. Mom was away so mugl%"l;?.l: th‘e ‘
real fights, the ones that mattered, were always about me.

T'used to think my parents fought all the time because my mom is so dramatic and my dad
is so calm. They are like oil and water, or fire and ice, or good and evil. And whatever it was that
drew them together, it also ruined my family.

The last fight they had, the one that ended it all, came the day after Mom left me at home.
She’d forgotten it was her day to take me to school. Dad left first that morning, then Mom got up

and left, too. No one woke me up an en I came down to breakfast, the kitchen was emp

W
I just made myself a bowl of cereal and read a book. I was okay, really, until Dad got home and
found me there, unexpectedly.

He wasn’t calm when he called Mom.

When Mom got hon?’éif\a'as sent upstairs.

C

From the top of the s\l{c@ouldn’t see them in the kitchen, but 1 heard every, single
word. I sat with my knees held tightfo my chest and my pink, fuzzy blankie stuffed under my
nose. I remember that the hallway felt cold and dark and 1 wanted to wrap my pink blankie
around my heart. I didn’t understand what was going on, and I felt really scared sitting there, all
alone.

Dad said, “How could you have forgotten her today? Are you so important that our only

real responsibility, our daughter, slips your mind? What is wrong with you!”

I remember wanting to disappear under my blankie.

Mom said, “What do you do all da’yZ%u shouldn’t need me ter.”

v .
i+ Mbb"b}’é:%‘h\j‘”“’ Lo 13
Youvr hyld iz ‘f:‘;?h ol A
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Dad said, “What do you do ;H‘{:{at is so much more important than her? More important
than us?”

From the top of the staj fr I hgard the words that changed my family forever.

My mom didn’t say that She was sorry for forgetting me. She didn’t say that we were the
most important people in her life. She didn’t seem remember that she’d forgotten us so many

4

other times that year,

Inste }m mom said, “I spend my days making money.”

mgve abontTh's, 5:1[%16 fﬁ'
4 m‘r) canle scavier (Lo
1‘/2 abj m‘vb

Thenktiere was silence. <
“~Fhat was the fight that ended my family.
&-—Y ﬂfﬂ/\ei."ln the middle of first gradﬁd took me on a plane across the country to live with my
Zaydie, my grandfather, in Seattle. And we left Mom, by herself, in Boston.

I remember holding Mom’s legs, standing in front of the ticket counter in the airport. She
wasn’t crying, when I looked up through my tears. Her face was hard to read. Dad told me to say
good-bye and that I"d call her when we got to Seattle.

Mom’s long blond hair was pulled back into a loose ponytail, and she wasn’t wearing any
make-up that day. Mom, well, she’s a lot of things 1 don’t want to be, but she is beautiful, on the
outside. Even then, in the airport, on the day that couldn’t have been good for h@ther, she

looked so pretty. And I can still see the people, the blurs around us, stopping, for just a second, to

lock at her.

vl f.
Trying to say the wo@d-@umﬁsingly hard when you’re six and nothing seems

right. I couldn’t get my mouth to make any sound. I was crying so hard that people in the airport

Page 3 of 4



MIDDLE GRADE EXCERPT - GIRLS 1 LOVE BEST BY JOYCE GERBER

al

were turning to look at us, not just Mom. Mom kept saying, “Gabby, it’s okay. You have to go. I
N
love you.” But I could barely breathe when 1 turned and ran back to my dad.

Dad pulled me up, into his arms, and we walked through the airport security. [ never

looked back in Mom’s direction.
It was the worst day of my life.

Until this summer, when something happened that made me rethink everything Id ever

thought about my mom and me and love.
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Summary: My fifty-thousand word count novel is the story of twelve-year—old Gabby,
six years after her parent's divorce. Gabby tells the story of the year her mom changed her
JSamily, again, with a boyfriend named Mike and a sister named Annie.

Flying Home

My name’s Gabby.

I'm twelve, A
My parents are divorced. /! '

Some people think that means I'm some kinda kid, you know, a kid of divorce means

you're doomed. Your life is over because your parents can’t get along.

Div UE@EEQ‘I}L_ Jut don’ pet me wrong, it's not eood. Kos-notgeud-dan gel-me

wiaha-hut-diveree hafperss—What | know is that it doesn’t have to be the thing that is you; iU’s
just something lhal&:fp ns in this-life, My mom says. “mMlistakes can make a life,” She wrote a
song for her fourth album with that title.

That’s what [ know, now. But 1 didn"t always.

I was only six when my parents split. Things weren’t great in my house, but what did I
know. dvasonty-orknd. And I didn’t have a brother or a sister to talk to about how I felt.

When me and my dad and my mom lived in Boston, our house was the funnest on the
street. Mom is the singer in a band,, snd o After [ was born. they moved the studio 10 our house so

she could be home, more. There were always people around and music playing, and to me it was

like living in 2 magic land. To Dad, it felt a little different.
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He was finishing a degree in theology at Harvard, but he took care of me. [ had a few
babysitters. who I liked a lot. There was Beltgi arrd Kell)j and Cheri fmd‘ Christina)and Tori, but [
liked it best when Dad was home.

My parents fought about everything; the music being too loud, the strangers in our house,

and how Dad didn’t have enough time to get his work done. Mom was away so much. But the Comment [PHS IS1]: Why? Was she on tour?

T 52.\&\\ SH.?

real fights, the ones that mattered, were always about me.
i used to think my parents fought all the time because my mom is so dramatic and my dad
is so calm. They are like oil and water, or fire and ice, or good and evil, And whatever it was that
drew them together, i-also ruined my family.
The last fight they had, the one that ended it all, came the day after Mom left he at home. Comment [PHS 152}: How ald was she? $ix?
She’d forgotten it was her day to take me to school. Dad lefi first that moming, then Mom got up
and left, too. No one woke me up. and when [ came down to breakfast, the kitchen was empty, =
I just made myself' o bowt of cereal and read a book. I was okay, really, until Dad got home and
found me there:-unespeviedls,
He wasn’t calm when he called Mom.
When Mom got home. I was sent upstairs.
From the top of the staircase [ couldn’t see them in the kitchen, but I heard every, single
word. 1 sat with my knees held tight to my chest and my pink, fuzzy blankie stuffed under my
nose. Fremerberthat-the-hatbva-fel-ooldand-durk-and-[ wanted to wrap my pink blankie

around my heart as | satalone in the cold dark hatbway, 1 didn’t understand what was going on:

and-} eulbr seared siting-there-atalone: "Comment [PHS I53]: No need to 1ay she was
scared. The rest of the paragraph already shows us
. . that.
Dad said, “"How could you have forgotien her today? Are you so important that our only -

real responsibility, our daughter, slips your mind? What is wrong with you!”
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Fresmember | wanteding to disappear under my blankie.

Mom said, “What do you do all day’=+You shouldn’t need me to babysit her.” Comment [PHS IS4]: This s very interesting
that mother would consider taking care of her own
o A 0 child as babysittin,

Dad said, “What do you do all dav that is so much more important than her? More &

important than us?”

r Comment [PHS IS5]: Redundant. Don't need.

My mom didn’t say that she was sorry for forgetting me. She didn’t say that we were the
most important people in her life. She didn’t seem (o remember that she’d forgotten us so many
other times that year. Comment [PHS 156]: Like when? Glve detalls,

Instead. my mom said, *I spend my days making money.”

Then, there was silence,

That was the last fight.

That was the fight that ended my family.

In the middle of first grade, Dad took me on a plane across the country to live with my
Zaydie, my grandfather, in Seattle.-A#rd w\We left Mom, by herself, in Boston.

I remember holding Mom’s legs, standing in front of the ticket counter in the airport. She
wasn’t crying, when | looked up through my tears. Her face was hard to read. Dad told me to say
good-bye and that I'd call her when we got to Seattle.

Mom’'s long blond hair was pulled back into a loose ponytail, and she wasn’t wearing any
muke-upmakeup-that day. Mom, well, she’s a lot of things I don’t want to be, but she is
beautiful, on the outside. Even then, in the airport, on the day that couldn’t have been geod for
her either, she looked so pretty. And I can still see the people, the blurs around us, stopping, for

just a second, to lcok at her.
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Trying to say the word good-bye is surprisingly hard when you're six and nothing seems Formatted: Font: [tatic

1 right. I couldn’t get my mouth to make any sound. I was crying so hard that people in the airport

| were turning to look at us, not jusi Mom.
Mom kept saying, “Gabby, it’s okay. You have to go. [ love you.”
But I could barely breathe when | turned and ran back to my dad.
Dad pulled me up, into his arms, and we walked through the airport security. [ never

looked back in Mom’s direction.

[t was the worst day of my life.
Until this surmer, when something happened that made me rethink everything I'd ever :.l:;:rnment [PHS £§7]: How many years later Is

thought about my mom and me and love.

This is all back storv. and yvou're telling us what happened. not showing vs. 1f these

evenls are important enough Lo tike up yvour lirst four papes then rewrite them as scenes from the

POV of Gabby when she is six and let the reader experience them right along with her as they

happened.
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